plunging movements, and she watched him as he
crossed the room and passed through the door and
banged it behind him. She read on for a while longer^
but her attention had followed the heavy tramp of his
feet up the hall, and when this ceased she rose and laid
the paper aside and followed him to the front door.

The moon had got up beyond the dark eastern wall
of hills and it lay without emphasis upon the valley,
mounting like a child's balloon behind the oaks and
locusts along the drive. Bayard sat with his feet OE
the veranda rai!9 in the moonlight* His cigar glowed
at spaced intervals, and a shrill monotone of crickets
rose from the immediate grass^ and further away5 from
among the trees^ a fairy-like piping of young frogs
like endless silver small bubbles rising. A thin, source-
less odor of locust drifted \ip, intangible as fading
tobacco-wraiths, and from the rear of the -house, up
the dark hall, Elnora^s voice floated' in meaningless
minor suspense.

Miss Jenny groped in the darkness beside the door^
and from beside the yawning lesser obscurity of the
mirror she took Bayard9s hat from the hook and car-
ried it out to him and put it in his hand. "Don't sit out
here too long? now. It ain9t summer yet."

He grunted indistinguishably, but he put the hat on
and she turned and went back to the office^ and finished
the paper and folded it and laid it on the table. She
snapped the light off and mounted the dark stairs to
her room. The moon shone above the trees at this height
and fell in broad silver bars through the eastern
windows.

Before turning on the light she crossed to the
southern wall and raised a window there9 upon the
crickets and frogs and somewhere a mocking-bird.
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